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street had assembled in Vacas's room. Most of
them had brought one thing and another along
with them, and some of the women were helping
Maria in the kitchen to bake some fish-cakes.
The gramophone was turned on. It began by
playing " hijos del pueblo," but very soon the com-
pany showed a marked preference for American
fox-trots.

Pedro, with a bibulous glint in his eye, was
thumping Vacas on the shoulder. " You can be
proud of your wife,59 he was saying, " she keeps up
the courage of the whole neighbourhood. The co-
operative laundry for the battalion is her work too,
and she is also district treasurer for the Red Help."

Meanwhile, I was trying to make a sketch of Vacas,
who complacently posed for me, puffing at his cigar
with obvious delight. Maria came out of the kitchen
and peered critically over my shoulder. " It's like
him," she said, " but you have flattered him terribly.
All the same, it's very like what he was in his young
days."

Vacas protested. " You wait a bit till I have
shaved. You'll see, I'm still the handsomest man
in the district."

Pedro took me by the arm. " I think it's about
time we now left them to themselves ; we'll go to the
bodega downstairs and drink to the coming victory."

But Vacas was never to see victory.   Three days
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